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with myself at all!   My bad luck isn't over yet, and I
must do away with it.    Come along ! "
Off we started to retrace our steps to the camp, now
about three miles distant Captain Hood and I walked
close together along a winding path through thick bamboo
jungles ; Goftmi, carrying our game, bringing up the rear.
The sun had not yet disappeared, but it was shrouded in
great clouds, so that we had to find our way through semi-
obscurity.
All at once a terrific roar burst from a thicket on our
right.   The sound was to me so awful that I stopped
short, almost in spite of myself.
Captain Hood grasped my hand.
"A tiger! "he said
Then an oath escaped him.
" Thunder and lightning!" he exclaimed, " there is
only small shot in our guns!"
It was too true, neither Hood, Goumi, nor I, had any
ball cartridges!
Besides, if we had, we should not have had time to re-
load. Ten seconds after uttering his first roar, the animal
leapt from the covert with a single bound, and landed on
the road twenty paces from us.
It was a magnificent tiger, what the Hindoos would
have called a man-eater, his annual victims might no doubt
be counted by hundreds.